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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And though the whole great world break, the heart of her 

is not shaken. . . 
Love is a viol in the wind, a viol never stilled, 
And mine of all is the surest that ever God has willed ; 
I shall speak to her though she goes before me into the grave, 
And though I drown in the sea, herself shall come upon a 

wave ; 
And the things that love gives after shall be as they were 

before, 
For life is only a small house and love is an open door. 



THE TREE TOAD 

A tiny bell the tree toad has, 

I wonder if he knows 
The charm it is to hear him 

Ringing as he goes. 

He can't have gone the journeys 
He tells me to go on, 

Here in the darkness 

Of the cool, cropped lawn. 

He cannot know the thrill 
Of the soft spring wind, 

Or the wonder, when you walk, 
What will come behind. 
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The Tree Toad 



He hasn't seen the places 
I'd break my heart to win, 

Nor heard the city calling 
When the cold comes in. 

He sings away contented, 
And doesn't leave his tree, 

But he sets my blood a-going 
Where his song will never be. 



THE HORNS OF PEACE 

No man's life is open as the houses 
Blindly he will build, houses of a dream; 

Where many maids are running, clad in leather blouses, 
Running with white legs into a stream. 

Blow, blow the horns, clearer in the morning! 

Never let the world hear, though the music wake 
Leaves on the ash-tree and rose set thorning; 

Let speech be over and no woman bake. 

The ash-limbs are burdenless, the rose stands idle, 
A-tremble with the horns blowing far and sweet ; 

And even an old man will dream of a bridal, 
Seeing what he was when love was in his feet. 
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